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crosses, as he drew near to Loreto crowded the
highway. In the holy place he gazed upon the
wooden image of Our Lady, and in a favoured
position affixed as an offering his silver figures
of the Montaigne family. Having, in the chapel
of the Cassetta, partaken of the Blessed Sacra-
ment, and listened to many tales of miracles,
ancient and modern, on the credibility of which
he pronounces no judgment, he set forth before
the end of April, in the faint hope of some heal-
ing for the body, towards the Baths of Lucca.

At the Bagni della Villa, Montaigne, who
arrived before the season had opened, chose a
lodging not merely for its interior comfort but
because its outlook on the valley and mountains
was beautiful; at night the soft rippling of the
Lima was in his ears. His host, a gallant cap-
tain, was also an apothecary. Here, as at other
baths which he had visited, he disregarded the
regular mode of treatment and freely took his
own way, believing that the waters could do little
harm or good. " A vain thing, indeed/' he sighs,
" is medicine". But his malady was not always
troublesome. Soon after the season had begun,
observing a pleasant custom of the place, he in-
vited both gentlefolk and rustics to a ball, and
himself provided the pipers, the supper, and prizes
for the most graceful dancers among the villagers.
TEere is genuine glee in his record of the gaiety,
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